





Hail to a new era in Blue Mountains underground press 
(not that there was much of an underground press here to 
begin with or even much of an underground for that matter)... 



Sitting around all day drinking beer, smoking cigarettes and watching Mexican 
snuff can only keep you busy for so long in the Mountains, so myself and my 
compadre C.O. Jones decided it was time to jump on the ‘zine bandwagon and start 
pissing everywhere. With the casual assistance of a couple of locals, who will 
contribute from time to time, myself and Jones will bring you SWT on a fairly 
irregular basis depending on how we feel at any given time. 

If you choose to dislike or entirely miss the humour in SWT then let us know, we 
could do with a laugh at your expense, but remember we give as good as we get. 
We’ll be able to weather your criticism, will you weather ours? So think very 
carefully before you write. Maybe you might want to get your pimp to write your 
letters for you. 

Anyhow, enough of the intro bulldust, it’s time you sunk your neglected, yellow¬ 
ing teeth into the meat that is Savage White Trash. 


CONTENTS 



NORM 

THE UNDERRAfL 

Jones/Heii 

(NOT SO) FAMOUS LAST WORDS 

TRASH GAM FRY FEATURE ARTIST - JEFF 


JOIN SATANS FAN CLUB 


PHOTO PAGE 




The only reason I couldn’t be bothered • 
is that I wouldn’t waste my time on an 
insignificant insect such as yourself. 
I’ve got better things to do than to take 
the life of someone that’s already dead. 
Don’t get me wrong, it’s not that I wish 
to see you alive...you don’t deserve life. 
You plod along never getting anywhere 
whilst you cop it in the back passage 
from your boss and the so-called pow¬ 
ers that be. 

You sit on you arse while this country 
sweeps it’s problems under a blanket 
of sporting achievement, not that I 
mind, the whole planet can collapse in 
it’s own shit for all I care, hell I’ll be 
sipping beer and encouraging it. What 
I do mind is listening to fucks like you 
whinge and moan about it and never do 
a fucking thing about any of it. You 
wouldn’t know how to take matters into 
your own hands if you life depended 
on it, and what’s worse is your so 
fucked up you actually believe that the 
prats you voted for are going to take 
care of everything. How fucking dumb 
are you!?!. 

You deserve to be snuffed because your 
scared of your own shadow and don’t 
deny it, and it’s not just yourself your 
scared of it’s other people, your neigh¬ 
bours, your boss, your spouse, total 
strangers and even your own mother. 
Scared of them and scared to tell them 
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what you really think, on the rare 
occassions when you do think. You’re 
so afraid to upset the proverbial apple 
cart. You have no balls mokey boy, or 
girl as the case may be, (although girl 
is probably the apt term in both cases). 
You may think you’re popular because 
you have many friends and acquaint¬ 
ances, but you, as they do, sorround 
yourself with people in the vain hope 
that you can take each others minds of 
your nothing existance. You’re 
insistance on intimate relationships 
stems from your own insecurity. You’d 
rather share the pain of your miserable 
existance with another than have to deal 
with it yourself, because you know you 
couldn’t.You can’t bear being alone can 
you? You’d be confronted with the 
bleakness of your putrid existence and 
your sensitive little self is simply un¬ 
able to deal with a good hard look at 
the real you and you know your too gut¬ 
less to take your own life so you choose 
to inflict the pain on someone else, but 
then they deserve you because they’re 
as much of a loser as you are. And when 
that union of misery fails to fully push 
the boogy man of reality away you’ll 
make your woeful life “complete” by 
introducing a child. And you’ll more 
than likely screw that kid up so much 
they’ll turn out to be just like you, 
fucked and fucked up. But you’ll have 








a real reason for existance when the 
child is bom won’t you? Something that 
will take your dribbling mind off your 
useless existence and looming death. 

I should kill you because you’re spine¬ 
lessness and your inability to stick up 
for your rights has a direct effect on me. 
My rights, my privacy my freedoms 
dwindle daily because the vast major¬ 
ity of you sheep, yes you too, sit on your 
fat, stupid butts and let the lawmakers 
strip away our rights and the few of us 
that do protest and do stick up for our 
rights, as well as yours motherfucker, 
are persecuted and treated as criminals 
and as being selfish for demanding the 
right of the individual over the “good 
of the nation”. The real crime is that 
you still draw breath. 

I’d kill you if I could be bothered be¬ 
cause you simply don’t have the guts 
to do what you want, you suppress your 
hopes, dreams and desires, and have the 
audacity to condemn those who do. You 
are envious of those that do as they 
please, of outlaws, heretics, iconoclasts 
and the free spirited because they re¬ 
mind you of your own spinelessness, 
they hit you in the face with what life 
could be like for you if you had a mind 
of your own. And you don’t like to be 
remind that you are nothing do you? 
You’re too gutless to live out your true 
sexual desires, to gutless to disagree 



with your bloodsucking boss, to gutless 
to tell off your significant other half 
because you’re afraid to be alone. 

I’d kill you if I could be bothered be¬ 
cause you have the inability to expand 
your conciousness with drugs instead 
indulging in them for escapism. Escap¬ 
ism from the drudgery of your life, es¬ 
capism from your loneliness, escapism 
from you inner hell, escapism from re¬ 
sponsibility, escapism from the job you 
hate, escapism from the relationships 
you can barely tolerate. Escapism from 
yourself!!! 

I could go on about the futility of your 
disgustingly mundane existance, but 
I’ve wasted enough energy on you al¬ 
ready, and besides, if I chose to expend 
more energy on you I wouldn’t be us¬ 
ing it for writing... I’d kill you...but I 
simply couldn’t be bothered, not out ot 
laziness, but out of disgust. 






Thanks to the fucking X-files evey prick and 
their goddamned dog is parading about with 
some sort of alien paraphanalia hanging off 
them somewhere. Alien T-shirts seem to 
have replaced Nirvana T-shirts as the cloth¬ 
ing item to be seen in. 

It’s so damn hip to believe in aliens that it 
makes me near nauseaus. 

Have you clowns given any thought to the 
existance of aliens apart from the puerile 
“It’s naive to think that life on earth is the 
only life in the universe.’’ And that’s usu¬ 
ally about the extent of the arguement, any 
attempts to ellaborate are usually cumber¬ 
some attempts at guesstimated stastisties. 
Sure it maybe naive to think were all the 
universe has to offer, but do you really think 
that extraterresrial beings are gonna look 
like the stumpy little greys that seem to be 
the preffered choice of alien lifeform. And 
beside, what real proof is there that these 
aliens exist? Von Daniken was slagged as 
being full of shit yet every one seems to be 
regurgitating the same unsubstantiated evi¬ 
dence he dribbled out all those years ago. 
This ‘phenomena’ is more likely a way in 
which non-religious types try to seek non- 
earthbound answers. To accept their is a 
greater power or force than human kind re¬ 
siding in the heavens and at the same time 
remaining hip to ‘90’s mentality by no re¬ 
sorting to fucked up and antiquated religions 
such as Christianity and the like. 

Let’s just run through a few of the similari¬ 
ties shall we? 

God or Jesus or whoever will come to earth 
and save us from our own destructive selves. 
Aliens will come and offer us technology 
that will save us from ourselves. 

Apart from a few ratbags that couldn’t pro¬ 
vide enough physical evidence between the 
lot of them to prove the existance of god or 
aliens, there is little - if anything - more than 
hearsay. 


A fts 


Eyewitnesses? Well what about all those 
goofballs that claim God or Jesus or Mary 
came to them in the middle of the night or 
highway or wheatfield or dream or wher¬ 
ever? 

Spotting the similarities yet? 

There’s even a good guy, bad guy scenario 
that aliens sharewith religion. On one hand 
you have those that wish to control man¬ 
kind through - and for their own - devious 
means, and on the other hand the good seek 
to liberate us from these evil doers. Aliens 
with promises of a better world via their ad¬ 
vanced technology. Religion with its prom¬ 
ise of salvation via their own brand of spir¬ 
ituality. 

And what about the anthropomorphisation 
of God into a humanoid being. Heaven for¬ 
bid we should worship something that didn’t 
look like us. And heaven forbid that aliens 
should look like nothing we’ve ever 
concieved let alone seen before. 

If aliens have been visiting this planet since 
the year dot, then why has it only been since 
the advent of the science-fiction genre have 
we had an idea of what they look like? I’ll 
tell you why, it’s because science fiction 
made them up, That’s fucking why!!! 
Given the diversity of appearences of liv¬ 
ing creatures here on earth do you really 
think that aliens would be humaniod? What 
are the chances of an atmosphere even re¬ 
motely similar to Earths or even a remotely 
similar evolutionary path for that matter? 
And don’t give me any crap about Roswell. 
What the fuck does Roswell prove!?!... apart 
from continued experiments in advanced 
flight technology, developed, I might add, 
in conjuntion with Nazi rocket 
scientists...not fucking aliens!!! All the au¬ 
topsy footage that you skywatchers got so 
wet about has been proven fake and any¬ 
body that has come out and said that they’ve 
worked at the hangers and there was aliens 








is full of it. Do you really think the CIA, 
FBI or anyone else involved would let the 
likes of John Lear spill the beans. I don’t 
think so. If anything they’ve been set loose 
in the public domain to take the heat of 
what really goes on. 

I’m also sure as shit not going to buy that 
missing time garbage either. Let me quote 
(and this is only one item that goes towards 
debunking the alien myth. One more item I 
might add, than exists for proving the 
existance of your aliens); “Over the years 
certain journalists have asserted that the CIA 
has mastered a technology called RHIC- 
EDOM. RHIC means”Radio Hypnotic In¬ 
tra-cerebral Control.’’ EDOM stands for 
“Electronic Dissolution of Memory.’’ To¬ 
gether, these techniques can - allegedly - re¬ 
motely induce hypnotic trance, deliver sug¬ 
gestions to the subject and erase all memory 
for both the instruction period and the act 
which the subject is asked to perform. 
RHIC uses the stimoceiver, or a 
microminaturised offspring of that technol¬ 
ogy, to induce a hypnotic state. 

EDOM is nothing more than “missing time” 
itself - the erasure of memory from 
conciousness through the blockage of 
synaptic transmission in certain areas of the 
brain. If RHIC - EDOM exists, it goes along 
way toward providing an earthbound ration¬ 
ale for alien abductions - or at least, certain 
aspecrts of them. The phenomenom of 
“missing time” is no longer mysterious. 
Abductee implants both intracereberal and 
otherwise, are explained. And note the ref¬ 
erence to the “recurring hypnotic state, 
reinduced automatically by the same radio 
command”. This situation may account for 
the “repeater” abductees who, after their 
initial encounter, have regular sessions of 
“missing time” and abduction - even while 
a bed mate sleeps undisturbed. 

Martin Cannon, “The Controllers - A New 
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Hypothesis of Alien Abductions. 

All a bit far fetched you say? And you have 
the audacity to expect me to believe in little 
grey ET’s that zip to and fro between plan¬ 
ets in flying fucking saucers!!! Who’s liv¬ 
ing in the twilight zone huh!?! There’s one 
sure fire way to find out the answer to that 
question - go and look in a mirror!!! 

It’s all a ruse you fools, to take tour mind 
off what’s really going on in this world. A 
way to give you hope for a future that is 
seeming bleaker day by day. Something to 
beleive in as we hurtle towards the uncer¬ 
tainty of the new millenium. It doesn’t look 
like God is going to bail us out, and any¬ 
way God aint hip anymore. But what about 
them aliens, “Oh praise be to Unarius there 
is hope yet.” Fools. Wake up and smell the 
wool that’s been pulled over. 

Aliens - A new religion for the 21st century 
(or just an old one in disguise). 

Aliens - A new opium for the still gullible 
masses. 

Aliens - At very least a new consumable. 

You and you*re fucken aliens!!! 


EAT IS BAD FOR 
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Women are vicious and vile crea- 1 
lures fit only for reproduction and 
violence. As they mature they be¬ 
come endowed with an ability to f 
ensnare and enmesh their male 
counterparts. Their innate 
cameraderie, often called intuition, 
allows them an understanding 
which far surpasses any fledgling 
notions of ‘male conspiracy’. This 
ingenius myth, coupled with an 
outrageous rereading of history 
seems to have spearheaded their 
final assault upon masculinity. 
Mass media has been usurped un¬ 
der the ridiculous cloak of patriar¬ 
chal domination by the feminine 
guile. A mistaken rectification is 
taking place whereby women are 
supposedly regaining an equal 
footing when in the sober light of 
reality it is obvious to the impar¬ 
tial observer that women are in fact 
making a final push for the front, 
so to speak. 

Legislation in the last two dec¬ 
ades has seriously undermined the 
very fabric of our society. Women, 
through the proliferation of abor¬ 
tions, have effectivly stolen the I 
miracle of life from the natural cou¬ 
pling of the sexes into their own 
secret coven. The legitimising of 
guilt, the terrible way in which lit- m 
tie boys are told that little eirls are j 






MORE equal than them. All these 
factors evidenced in the rash of 
‘men’s clubs’ such as Men Against 
Sexual Assault, in the sickening in¬ 
culcation of PC attitude in univer¬ 
sities and the financial sector. 

The blatant censorship of any 
portrayal of women as anything 
other than innocent nymphs and 
hapless victims of some ridiculous 
notion of nazi men. The true fas¬ 
cism of the situation would have to 
really be the condemners of 
abhorent configs of the alphabet 
such as cunt. For whatever reason, 
the vilification of a word, the re¬ 
pression of a language, is an evil 
thing. It is the first move of the vic¬ 
tor, to impose their newspeak. 

In a related manner, females and 
felines are inextricably linked. The 
witch hunt myth does indeed con¬ 
tain a kernel of truth, layered be¬ 
neath the rabid rhetoric. The very 
debunking of this fact, its relega¬ 
tion to fairy tale status is proof of 
the power of the ‘femnazis, (to 
quote the masculinist Les Norton). 
Where there’s smoke there’s fire, I 
guess. 

In conclusion, I firmly believe in 
testosterone enhancing activities 
such as beer and meat. Boys should 
have dogs, girls should have noth¬ 
ing and be kept in cages like bat¬ 
tery hens. 
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Sport, art, hobby, cheap thrill or all four. The 
idea of stealing that which is most intimate to 
a woman. Her underwear. Most people have 
preconcieved ideas about snowdroppers, dis¬ 
gusting little perverts with no sex life, closet 
homosexuals, budding transvestites, sure all 
these types of people exist within the world as 
snowdroppers, but I'm going to introduce you 
to a few aspects of this particular fetishistic 
pastime that I indulge in that, to me, raise it 
out of the realm of the snivelling little pervy. 
If a woman’s smalls are left unattended then 
by Lucifers butt they are fair game! To creep 
into a yard, to pilfer these most treasured of 
items brings an excitement that no mere bur¬ 
glar could ever know. To be caught stealing a 
video or t.v. is simply that, whereas to be 
nicked nicking knickers is something all to¬ 
gether different - the implications, the assump¬ 
tions and accusations. There is much more at 
risk snowdropping than there is at risk doing 
a straight forward b&e. But once you’ve tasted 
that adrenalin, regardless of the reason you de¬ 
sire the garments, nothing, shoplifting, auto¬ 
theft whatever can compare to a successful 
snowdrop. 

One drawback is the anonimity that must be 
maintained. You can steal a car with your bud¬ 
dies or brag about the carton of fags you 
flogged the other day as you share the spoils 
with others or even earn some readies selling 
some jewellery or stereo equipment, but find 
people to confide in that your favourite pas¬ 
time is pilfering the intimate apparal of women 
and see what happens, women's disgust would 
turn to distrust and males, well if your not 
bashed outright 
for being “a 
bloody poof’, 
regardless of 
your sexual 
preference, 
then constant 
ridicule would 
see you cast 
from your peer 
group. 


Years of snowdropping can develop a keen 
sense of adventure; daytime thefts, taking 
items from inside abodes while other people 
are present and smuggling the items home, 
taking from people you know then joining in 
on the conversations that arise as a result of 
the theft. 

Here’s a few things that I have amused myself 
with over the years. 

Sending them back to their owners with un¬ 
settling notes, sending them back all cut up, 
sending them back with photos of dogs and 
cats wearing them, sending them back with 
photos of them sitting on a pile of opened, 
spread out porno mags. The list can and does 
go on. One project I’m currently undertaking 
is constructing a doona cover with my favour¬ 
ite pieces of ill-gotten gain. 

Snowdropping is a sport, an art form, a hobby 
and a cheap thrill all rolled into one. If you 
choose to judge me that’s fine for I know you 
do so out of misunderstanding and jealousy; 
misunderstanding not because I desire your 
sympathy in any way, hell no I get hours of 
fun out of it, but misunderstanding because 
you have no idea of the true nature of 
snowdropping. If I wanted womens undies 
simply to wear and jerk off in, I’d go and buy 
them, nobody these days give a rats arse when 
a bloke buys lingerie. 

No, there’s more to be gained from 
snowdropping than you could even imagine; 
creating that sense of violation, instilling fear, 
paranoia, suspicion and disgust, the 
sense of satisfac¬ 
tion knowing 
that you’ve upset 
someones mea¬ 
gre existance 
and made them, 
for a time at 
least, uncom¬ 
fortable and hell 
it’s a shitload of 
fun too!!! 





G’day, the boys have asked me to write a column for their mag and they’ve left it entirely up to me as to what I 
choose as the subject matter. A wise move on their part, all though others may tend to disagree as I can be pretty 
fucking opinionated at times, but then again so can they. I think that’s why I'm one of the few people they get 
along with. The Mountains are hardly a hive of mental activity at the best of times, people don't come here to 
think. And most of the ones with brains leave. 

But enough, the chosen subject for this issue is the detrimental effects that the anti-smoking lobby has had on the 
game of Rugby-League. 

Don’t look so dumbfounded, pay attention and it will become that glaringly obvious you’ll wonder why you 
hadn't realised it before, although I have a fair idea why it’s never occured to you, but I won’t get into personal 
insults. 

Now let met elaborate. The ARL/Super League fiasco was put down to Murdoch’s pay T. V. bunch coming in and 
trying to deny the “average” aussie the right to watch their beloved footy - heaven forbid a foreigner should be 
involved in our footy (note sarcasm). So the ARL went to bat so they could keep the game within the grasp of the 
average fan...what a load of bollocks!!! And most of you ARL supportors swallowed their dribble - hook, line and 
sinker, and a hell of a lot of you are still swallowing. 

Fact is Super League cheifs approached the ARL bosses with the view of making the game better all round...for 
everybody. Sure they had financial interests, they’d be stupid not to. The ARL said no, not because it gave a shit 
about the fans and certainly not because Super League is foriegn. Much as they’d like you to believe both of those 
excuses. If foriegn interests in the game are so disturbing to the ARL then why OPTUS (which is something like 
50% foreign owned -or something to that tune) as major sponsor and NOKIA (a Finnish company) to sponsor the 
best and fairest medal? No the ARL went to bat for OPTUS not you, to keep Murdoch’s Foxtel cables away from 
Optus’ exclusive rights. It was essentially a battle between cable networks for rights to broadcast and the majority 
of the shit was caused by ARL stubbomess and staunch defence of the interests of their major sponsor. Not 
because they wanted to defend tradition. If that was they case then Optus would have been rejected as a sponsor 
by ARL right from the start and would have kept the game for exclusive us by the free to air broadcasters. 

But the real reason the bickering even occured was because the anti-smoking lobby insisted in pressuring the 
government and the ARL to ban tobacco sponsorship and as a result of these self-serving do-gooders the ARL's 
then major sponsor - Winfield - was removed and they had to go on the hunt for a new sponsor and to the rescue 
- Optus. 

Now do you really think Ken Arthurson (ex-ARL boss) would knocked back the Foxtel/Super League proposal if 
the footy was still sponsored by Winfield? I don’t think so. Do you think he would have given a fat rat’s arse if the 
ARL was sponsored by anyone else than a company with cable T.V. interests? I don’t think so, and not one thing 
you can say can convince me otherwise. 

So are you with me now? Do you understand that if the anti-smoking lobby had have kept their interferring, 
whining, ex-smoking noses out of the Rugby-League all the crap of the last couple of years would not have 
happened. The ARL wouldn’t have had to defend Optus' interest in the game. 

Now it’s just convincing all those die hard ARL boneheads that it wasn’t the Super-League that fucked it all up. 
Next to the anti-smokers the ARLs stubbomess and defence of it Optus’ interests - not yours - was the second 
biggest disaster in the whole affair. Get over it you tools!!! And while you’re at it knock off the incredibly childish 
“It’s My Game” crap. League is League, does it really matter what fucking channel it’s on!?! And if you can't 
afford cable then get a fucking job. You probably spend more each month on beer, cigarettes and junk food! 

Oh, and for what it’s worth my team is in the ARL. 


Fishing - what a great sport! Truely underes¬ 
timated by most people as an outlet for in¬ 
flicting pain, suffering, humiliation and even 
disembowelment upon creatures without the 
sort of crap that hunters of other animals have 
to put up with from bleeding hearts activists 
going on about hurting our fellow creatures. 
We sure as hell weren't given opposing 
thumbs and superior intellect to stand around 
and look at things!!! And if you want to in¬ 
dulge in a bit of bloodsport without the pres¬ 
sure that say a white rhino or a duck hunter 
has to endure then fishing’s your sport. 
Surely very little in the sporting world can beat 
the sensation of knowing that after a bit of 
anticipation you've sunken a hook through the 
cheek of a fish and if Neptune is smiling then 
there's a fight to be had. Some fish just come 
on board (or shore) with just a few flicks of 
the tail and a bit of token defience - an easily 
broken spirit. Sure it'll end up on the grill or 
as some more bait to allure that big one, but 
the real fun is having to Fight, to wrestle the 
sucker out of the environment that up until 
very recently he had considered himself pretty 
smart in, and into the cold hard reality of your 
world. 

A good fight can see, depending on the fish, 
anywhere from a few minutes to a few hours 
battling with a king of the deep. And if your 
hunting these suckers for food then your re¬ 
ally getting in touch with the nature of your 
species. 

Sure what chance could a Fish possibly have 
against an angler you may wail - and 1 say 
plenty. If'n you don’t use the right equipment 
and take the time to prepare yourself and your 
gear then you don't stand a snowballs hope in 
Hades. There’s a lot of skill involved, and it's 
not all about gaining simple pleasures from 
acts of brutality. Although that's where a lot 
of the fun lies. 

If the sucker in question is still kicking when 
you land his scaley behind then the act of sink¬ 
ing your (t)rusty Fishing knife through its brain 
is pure joy. but it doesn't stop there either. 
Removing the head from a still living Fish can 
turn into are rather enjoyable, messy proce¬ 
dure. But if you want mess then the best is 
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saved for last - the gutting. 

Inserting a knife into the anus and slicing right 
up to the breast bone, inserting your Fingers, 
or if your fortunate enough to land a biggun, 
your whole hand into the slit and and scoop¬ 
ing, scraping and tearing out the viscera - in¬ 
testines, lungs, bladder, stomach and the 
sometimes still beating heart. 

And if you lack the patience to wait ‘till 
you've hooked a live one. Then make sure a 
couple of friends and an ample supply of beer 
are present. You’d be surprised how much 
enjoyment and relaxation can be achieved 
destroying the lives of living creatures. And 
a lot of the time you can do it sitting on your 
bum. 


ment . 

1) . Crushing a still beating heart in your bare 
hands whilst thinking of someone you despise 
can usually put a smirk on your face. Tell your 
companions who your thinking of whilst you 
squashing the miniscule muscle can usually 
get some all in guffawing started. 

2) . Tossing a still kicking fish or crab to a 
play full pup can proove a source of amuse¬ 
ment. 

3) . Fish on LSD 

4) . Give the guts to your mate to post back 
with his stolen undies. 

5) .Use broken bottle necks for extra messy 
killing and gutting. 

6) .Take a video camera and film the killing 
and disemboweling and watch it later with 
your friends. (You could even use the foot¬ 
age when applying to the Australian Film, 
Television and Radio School or Uni arts 
courses). 

7) . Take a couple of golf clubs and practice 
your swing with the likes of toad fish. These 
suckers have a self defense mechanism that 
will caUvSe them to puff up, and seeing as there 
no good to eat and shithouse for bait, they 
make novel golf balls. Try landing them on 
the decks of boats moored of shore. 

Tight Lines! 





(gassed Oct. 22nd. 1979). | 


Icsscltisiron 


"Lock ancflload. Let's do it man.** (i.W. Green (injected Nov. l2fh/Y§ 






“That's it. Let's go. “Johnny Taylor Jr. (electrocuted leb. 29th. 1984). 

Smiled, winked and stuck his longue out at witnesses. James William Hamblen 

(electrocuted Sept. 21st, 1990). 

; “Iguess nobody is going to call.*' Edward Earl Johnson (gassed May 20th. 

^ 1987). 




"No Sir." Robert Streetman (injected Jan. 7th. 1988). 

-• 

(after injection) *Tm still awake." Robyn Leroy Parkes 
(injected March 10th. 1992). 


‘Yeah. Ld rather be fishing.” Jimmy Glass (electrocuted June 12th. 1987). 
f * * 
























































Jeff is contactable through SWT and is avaliable to do drawings for mags, comics, posters 
and records. He has been known to tone his content down, or up, depending on the request. 
Signed original peices are avaliable upon request. 
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Lucky you! You have been pre-approved to kiss my arse. 

Yes that’s right people, simply send me $10 measly Aussie buck and I will send you a 
stunning photograph of my anti-divine arsehole and a certificate giving you permission to 
kiss my arse. 

All you have to do is kiss the photo and the world will be yours. You will be master of all 
you survey. All people will bow before you. Kiss my arse and the earth belongs to you. 

Is ten dollars too much to pay for yourr pathetic world? I don’t think so!!! And Neither 
w ill you when the population of the world bows down before you and obeys your every 
command. 

When you say “Jump!” they ’ll tremble in puddles of fear induced sweat and urine and ask 
“how' high do you want us to jump. Oh Mighty One?’. 

I’ve been arse kissed by every PM and 
President in the history of the world and 
now the offer is within your grasp. 

If you do not send your $10 and do not kiss 
my arse you will be doomed to life on earth 
as an absolute nobody and the only guaran¬ 
tee you’ll have is that your death will be 
slow and painfull...you have my word! 

If you think Hell hath no fury like a woman 
scorned just wait ‘till you see me pissed off. 
Just think of the torment you’ll save yourself 
and the immense power you’ll have. 

If you think christ is coming back, guess 
again. That is only a myth created by fools, 
who are too stupid to kiss my arse, trying to 
comfort their measly existance from the 
terrible pain that awaits. Christ’s followers 
bestowed the half-man, half-god image upon 
him after that ego-maniac Alexander The 
Great came up with the idea. Same with 
Buddah and Mohammed, then they got some 
sicophants to write some neat things about 
them and before you know it everyone 
thinks their the ants pants. 









If you wish to appear on the SWT rogues gallery page with the likes of some of our favourite folk simply send i 
photo of yourself, and try and use some imagination. All those published will recieve the next issue gratis plus 
what ever else we decide to send. Any photos containing SWT itself will be given special consideration. 
Your 15 minutes could be a snapshot and a postage stamp away!!! 
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